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The kiss lasts too long and not long enough. Eddie's back scrapes against the wall and he's probably ruining his 
expensive white jacket, but he can't bring himself to care. He sinks his fingers into David's soft, loose hair and 
deepens the kiss. 

David breaks away, panting a little and avoiding Eddie's eyes. "We shouldn't be doing this." 

"| don't care." 


"Your family is probably looking for you." 


"| don't care." 


"Valerie will kill you." 


"Shut up," says Eddie, bowing his head and clutching the other's shoulders, wrinkling his shirt even further. 
"Just. Shut up." 


They're in a secluded spot behind the cathedral, plastic rubbish bins standing nearby and a small graveyard 
with yew trees a little distance away. A blistering sun beats down on them, and sweat drips down their faces 
in rivulets. Someone would catch them soon enough, and there'd be a commotion, then a nation-wide scandal, 
then - 

"Kiss me again," Eddie says in a demanding tone. 

"We're getting a bit reckless, aren't we?" David returns wryly, but doesn't let go of his waist. 

"Is my wedding day. You're supposed to do everything | say." 

David runs his large, rough hands along Eddie's back, making him shiver. "Fair enough," he says, and bends down 
They share a long, leisurely kiss, as if they have an eternity. Eddie slips his arms around David's damp neck, 
closing his eyes. He lets out a little squeak when David gets too enthusiastic and almost lifts him off the 
ground. 

David releases him and steps back, doubling over and howling with laughter. 


"What's so funny?" Eddie says, scowling. 


"You're - so - short," David manages to wheeze out at last. "Did you just get on your toes to kiss me 


properly?" 

"| did not." 

"You did." 

"Did not" 

"Eddie." 

"Dave" 

They are both laughing now, clutching their stomachs. Eddie goes up to David and wraps his arms around him, 
burying his face in the other's chest. After a while, his laughs turn to quiet sobs, and his shoulders tremble. 


‘I'm sorry," he whispers hoarsely. "Oh God, lm wrecking your shirt. I'm such a fuckup." 


David shushes him, rubbing soothing circles over his back. "It's okay. You're not a fuckup." 


"This marriage won't last." 


David wipes the tears from Eddie's face with his thumbs, and then kisses him tenderly. "Everything will be fine. 


| promise." 

Eddie does not want to stop kissing him. He wants to kiss him till they're both breathless, spend lazy mornings 
together in bed, smoking cigarettes and reading to each other, make them both the Italian coffee he loves but 
that David turns his nose up at. He wants that to be his forever. 

"I hope you're right," Eddie says, pushing his thoughts aside. 

David cups his cheeks gently, so gently, as if he is afraid he might break him. "lm always right," he says in a 
soft tone. The buzz of voices from the cathedral is getting louder; people are pouring in. "C'mon, let's go be 


polite." 


Eddie holds David's hand and presses it to his lips, then lets go. 


